MR.   CHESTERTON'S   VERSE

The wind blew  out  from  Bergen from the

dawning to the day,
There was a wreck of trees and fall of towers

a score of miles away,
And drifted like a livid leaf I go before its

tide,
Spewed out of house and stable, beggared of

flag and bride.
The   heavens   are   bowed   about   my   head,

shouting like seraph wars,
With rains that might put out the sun and

clean the sky of stars,
Rains like the fall of ruined seas from secret

worlds above,
The roaring of the rains of God none but the

lonely love.
Feast in my hall, O foemen, and eat, and drink

and drain,
You never loved the sun in heaven as I have

loved the rain.

His defects are the defects of his qualities ; his
ear for splendid sound, his intellectual agility,
his natural un-self-conscious copiousness. Lesser
men often have fewer obvious faults ; and, were
he scrupulously to use the file, something would
go besides the clogging epithets, the inaccuracies
and superfluities, the pot-shots, the rhetorical
counters, the automatic Swinburnian alliterations
and the lazy obscurities. Such characteristic
weaknesses as he has are chiefly evident in those
poems (such as " St. Barbara," of which I can
scarcely understand a line), in which he limits
himself to the extent of being wholly serious; he
is most frequently flawless when the whole man
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